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The waitresses were little Russian princesses, very dainty and charming.
Cossack officers, in their long black coats and astrakhan caps, and
cartridge belts across their chests, came in for food and kissed the hands
of these little ladies before taking their place at table.
Phillips liked this place. It appealed to his sense of romance. Also
his little shy smile and his blue eyes found favour with one of the pretty
princesses and he was having a pleasant flirtation with her when she
could spare a few moments from other tables. Phillips was like that.
His shyness, his little nervous cough, his blue eyes and his smile were
very attractive to women and he had love affairs, of a mild kind mostly,
in many cities of the world where he sipped golden liquids of infinite
variety while he watched the world and recorded its drama, until one
day, alas, before his time, the curtain fell for him.
I talked to some of the Russian officers, and soon discovered that they
regarded Great Britain as the real cause of their defeats. In spite of all
the British arms and gold sent to Denikin and Kolchak, in spite of all
the stores we gave them, and the expeditionary forces sent out by
Winston Churchill, there was no gratitude among the White officers for
our aid. On the contrary. It was the former admiral of the Czar, then
handing me a pork chop, who said to me: "England has betrayed us!"
By English officers who had served in Russia that feeling was re-
ciprocated. Sitting one night in the Pera Palace with one of them, while
a group of Russian officers were entertaining their ladies, I heard him
speak some bitter words.
"I'm not blood-thirsty," he said, "but it would give me the greatest
pleasure in the world to cut one of those fellow's throats."
He told me a long tale about the vanity, inefficiency, jealousy and
damned selfishness of many White officers. Many of the stores we sent
them never got to the front. Crowds of these fellows never went near
their men in the trenches or holding the lines, and were hundreds of
miles behind, gambling, and drinking, and pursuing amorous ad-
ventures. Some of the women were just as bad as the men and perhaps
worse. We had sent out consignments of clothes for the Russian
nurses who were in rags at the front, looking after the wounded. That
underclothing, with stockings and boots and raincoats, never reached
them. They were seized by harpies, hundreds of miles behind. The
young officer had more respect for the Reds than for this White rabble,
as he called them. One day the British tax-payer, he said would want to
know why we were feeding thousands of them in the Isle of Prinkipo
and elsewhere.
One day the British tax-payer did want to know, and no more rations
went to Prinkipo. They had to fend for themselves and it was a rough
and stony way ahead in a world that became tired of them.